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VI. HIS ROYAL PROGRESS
I
"You may have remarked," the Colonel said,
"That I'm not a lady's man. No lap-dog I, to be combed and dressed, To sit up and beg and be fondly caressed,
As I play with the darling's fan."
The Colonel is six foot two in his socks,
And rough and hard as a log, And we all agreed with courtly tact, That we had not failed to observe the fact,
He was not a lady's lap-dog.
"And yet you'll find most critics allow
That I have a figure and form, An eighteenth-century manner and style, Well fitted the softer sex to beguile,
And the feminine heart to storm.
" It is not that I mistrust my powers.
The truth is quite the reverse. But I've found if you give them a chance for
adoring, The wealth of affection they're bent upon pouring
Amounts to a positive curse.